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Red light 


Author's Notes: 
This is actually the "prequel" to my drabble "Crossfire", which was inspired by an interview where Joe Elliott 
swooned over new bands like Greta Van Fleet. Delightful conversations with helena_s_renn as well as my 


weakness for pairings with a considerable age difference lead to this story. As far as | know, the two haven't 


met in real life (yet). It's set in late 2018/ early 2019. 


Thanks for everything, HI 


Who the fuck was he?? 


Josh had been wracking his brain ever since their eyes had met for the first time across the room about half 
an hour ago. He was absolutely sure he'd seen him before. One thing was for certain, according to the fuss the 
people around him were making, he was some big shot rockstar from one of those larger-than-life 1980's rock 
bands, but which? Josh and his brothers had never cared much for that era of music. Their main influences 
came from the I710's, but of course they were familiar with most of the popular rock and metal groups. Bon 
Jovi? No, he'd already looked up their photos on his smartphone. 


Who else had been to that fucking award show? There had been all kinds of people from all kinds of rock 
genres who had presented and received awards. Greta Van Fleet had received a prize for the best debut album 
and played three songs live. The performance had been all that had mattered to him, he hadn't wasted a 


thought on the nominees and other more or less popular celibrity guests. 


He took a sip from his bottle and noticed that he hadn't paid much attention to what the skinny wannabe 
actress next to him was talking about. Chicks flocked to them like moths to a flame lately. Danny and Jake had 
already disappeared from the party with two inebriated, giggling models. Sam was still talking vivaciously to two 
nerdy-looking guys who ran a video blog about guitar and bass playing. 


There it was again. That piercing look. Accompanied by a smirk this time. What the fuck did the guy want from 
him? Or was he mistaken and he was looking at someone else behind him? Yeah, he was probably looking at a 


woman somewhere near Josh. Crazy how these old fuckers still scored with the hottest chicks. 


Josh took a quick look around himself, but there was nobody else facing in the direction of the tall blond.. 


rocker. Rocker? Oh god.. was there a more pathetic word? 


Was he a guitarist? Drummer, singer, bassist? Keyboardist even? Maybe just a famous producer. But no, this 
man was made to stand on a stage. He radiated something.. majestic. Hm, another stupid expression. He wasn't a 


lion, was he? 


Those eyes had something to them though. That stare had certainly lured hordes of women in during the 
I180's and definitely still made many blush. Like the hysterically giggling TV show host next to him with a 
cleavage that would make an Octoberfest waitress envious. Did the guy notice that she tried to touch him as 
often as possible? He certainly didn't mind. 


Not that Josh was dressed like a choirboy. It wasn't unintentional that his T-shirt was short enough and his 
white jeans low enough to reveal some smooth golden skin and give a glimpse of his hipbones. Was it necessary 
to mention that the T-shirt was sleeveless? They were all very much aware of their effect on girls. And their 
moms. Grandmas even, who reveled in memories of a young Robert Plant and the "good old days". And who 


were forthright enough to look directly at his crotch when he was standing on stage. 

"Joe fucking Elliott! How long's it been?" 

An incredibly overweight man in a shimmering suit that made him look like a sausage squeezed into its skin 
ploughed his way through the sea of people surrounding Josh's ‘observer, hollered over the loud music and 
wrapped his short fat arms around - Joe. 


Joe Elliott Alright, Google, let's go. 


Singer of Def Leppard, according to Wikipedia. Def Leppard? Eww.. 


Josh couldn't deny he was disappointed. Well, they were British, that was a plus. But Def Leppard! The opposite 
of all the bands that Josh usually liked Def Leppard. Superficial arena pop-rock with ridiculous sexist lyrics. 
Epitome of 1980's decadence. Synthetic music with the single goal of commercial success. But somehow all 
these bands seemed to have a second (third? fourth?) wind at the moment. 


He scrambled through the discography. A couple of song titles sounded familiar. No way, that was the guy who 


wrote "Pour Some Sugar on Me"? The most cliché strip club anthem ever? God.. could it get more disgusting? 


Their eyes met again. Did Joe really look at him? Maybe it was just poor eye-sight. Dude, the guy was how 
old? Josh scrolled back to the biography. Shit.. No wonder. 


When he returned to the search results, all of a sudden his own band name caught his eye. A headline read: 
"Joe Elliott says he's obsessed by Greta Van Fleet and The Struts". Obsessed? Haha. How cute. Well, so Joe 
knew them. Probably he recognized Josh from a photo or video or even from their performance earlier that 


night. 


Did he expect him to come over and thank him for the kudos? Did that grin mean: "You arrogant little asshole, 
why don't you show some respect?" But the look didn't seem condescending at all. On the contrary, it felt 
inviting. Under different circumstances, Josh would have assumed that Joe was flirting with him. 


From the smudges on the display of his phone he realized that his hands had gotten sweaty. Was it getting 
hotter in here? Josh took a look around. The party quests had started to clear out little by little and the 
doors to the garden area of the hotel complex were open. There was actually a little breeze coming in Maybe 
it was from the beer he had emptied more quickly than usual while he'd been reading.. 


He exhaled deeply, put his bottle on the bar table and wiped his sweaty hands on his thighs. Instinctively he 


looked over to Joe to check out whether he was watching him, but he was just talking to someone. 

Why should I give a shit? | should just leave. 

Josh knew he was staring, but he couldn't help it. He didn't even care if the others around him noticed it. 
Look at mel 

No, no, no. Did he seriously want to join this game? 


He watched Joe talk to the other party guests for a while. He was one of those people whose personality 
immediately filled the entire room, as if he was on his own little imaginary stage wherever he went. Not only 
because he was taller than most of the people around him, he just had a presence that caught everyone's eye. 
Charisma was the over-used term for it, Josh thought as he scrolled through a couple of more search 
results and ended up on a website full of photos. Suddenly that certain gaze looked up at him from his phone 
screen. Bedroom eyes. Joe on stage in a tight white tank top. A body made for horizontal exercise. The photo 
must have been taken many years ago. Maybe even before Josh was born, he frowned. 


Wow.. Something in the lower half of his body showed a growing interest in this photo. Josh looked around to 


make sure nobody was watching him and saved the photo for future “use” 


Memories flooded his brain. Memories of that week last spring. Memories of muscular arms that had held him 
tight, strong hands roaming over his body, eliciting feelings like no girl had ever done before. A stubbly face 
that had scratched his when they had kissed. And memories of a sensation that he had never felt before until 
then and that turned his whole world upside down. Eric, a guy that had appeared out of nowhere and 
disappeared just as quickly a few days later. Hired as a member of their road crew for just a short amount of 


time when they were playing a few bigger shows. Five nights of rock'n'roll in its original meaning. 


"Josh? Hey? Did you hear me?" A waving hand appeared in front of his eyes. Oh, the wannabe actress.. 
Michelle-something. 


"What?" 
"| said bye. It was nice to meet you." She stretched the words as if she was talking to a small child. 
"Yeah, yeah. Nice to meet you, too. See ya.” 


He didn't even notice that she left hand in hand with Sam as he kept checking the info on his smartphone, 


skipping to another website with an interview. 


Yellow light 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks, helena_s_renn! This fic wouldn't exist without you. 


"Gawd, what an awful picture! Makes me look like a hamster!" 


Josh startled so abruptly that he nearly jumped off the ground. His head swung around to where the sonorous 


Voice was coming from and almost bumped into its owner. 
"Hi, my name's Joe.” 


A face with a wide smile and somewhat daring eyes looked down at him. Literally down, since the man towered 


above him, more than a head taller. 


"H.Hi." was all that Josh was able to reply. With clumsy fingers he locked his phone and stuffed it into his 
back pocket, which wasn't an easy task with pants that seemed to be glued to his body. 


"Josh, isn't it?" 

Josh's jaw would have hit the floor if it wasn't held back by the skin of his face. 

"Uh... Yes, thats correct. Nice to meet you." 

A giant hand swallowed his and shook it vigorously. Joe knew his name? What the f.. 

"The show you put on tonight was just amazing," 

‘Oh, you saw us play?" Josh's trademark sunshiny smile returned to his face as he recovered from the fright: 
"Yeah, sure. To be honest, the announcement of your band's performance was the only reason why | accepted 
the invitation to this snorefest." The cheerful and ironic tone of the man's voice combined with his British 
accent immediately made the situation feel less uncomfortable. 

"Wow, really? Thanks, that's pretty cool" 


"You guys are such a breath of fresh air in this sea of talentless punks." 


"Thank you. That's.. | don't even know what to say." 


"Maybe another beer would help?" 


It was rather a statement than a question Resistance was futile. Before Josh even blinked twice, he and Joe 
were sitting at a table in a booth at the other end of the room, suddenly miraculously shielded from the 
hustle and bustle of the party. 


Within an hour, they had nearly touched every possible subject from six decades of rock music history - 
something that was only possible if two people as talkative as the two of them had a conversation Josh was 
genuinely entertained by Joe's "war stories" from their early years on the road, but Joe in turn showed 
serious interest in Josh's ideas and plans. 

"I can't remember many details from our first international tour, but what | do remember is the feeling, It's 
the best time in your lives, kid! Travelling all around the world, meeting all kinds of people, playing your music 
almost every day. Make the most of it! You never know when it will come to an end" Joe's eyes sparkled with 


enthusiasm, although there was a hint of melancholy in his tone. 


"Yeah, we enjoy it, its absolutely great. And | hope it's not over any time soon. We're really having fun!" It 


wasn't even an exaggeration. They hadn't become slaves to the grind of constant recording and touring yet. 


"Meeting all kinds of girls is certainly another one of the advantages of being in a new popular band, isn't it?" 
Joe winked to emphasize that he didn't only mean ‘meeting’. 


Josh grinned from ear to ear and peeled the label off of his bottle. 

Or. boys, rather?" Joe raised an eyebrow. 

Josh's grin disappeared in an instant and his eyes widened. 

"Huh? Nol... | dike girls!" 

Josh snorted defiantly and couldn't even manage to look Joe in the eye. Did that old git have some kind of 
fucking Jedi skills? Goddamnit! But something deep inside kept pushing him towards the edge of the cliff and 
said ‘Jump! 

Why deny it? 

"foo" 


Now it was out. He'd just confessed it to a man he'd met an hour ago and knew nothing about. 


"Hal | just knew | was right! Im sorry, but | just seem to have a radar for this." Joe's smug grin made Josh's 


blood circulate at double speed. 


"Don't worry, my lips are sealed, mate. Cheers!" 


Joe raised his bottle and emptied it. Josh did the same with trembling fingers and slumped back in his chair, at 


a loss for words. 


With any other person in the universe there would have been an awkward pause in the conversation at this 
point. Not so with Joe Elliott. He just kept on talking as if nothing had happened. A few moments later, their 


conversation about music and bands was in full swing again. 

"You should definitely check that album out, its amazing. T. Rex is one of my all-time favorite bands. Marc 
Bolan was a genius! And not only that. | had a major crush on him as a teenager. Hell, | don't know how many 
times | wanked in front of his poster on my bedroom wall." 


Joe chuckled while Josh tried to process the words he'd just heard. Did Joe just tell him..? 


"You can close that pretty mouth of yours, sweetie.” Joe leaned back while he let his eyes roam over Josh's 


body. 
"You're... uhm...” 


"Let's say | know how to enjoy life. Wouldn't it be a waste to exclude half of the world's population if you want 
to have good time?" 


"Wow, | thought all you ‘80's rockers.” 
"Well, first of all, there's no such thing as ‘you ‘80's rockers’, okay?" 
‘lm sorry, man. Two hours ago | didn't even know who you were." Josh defended himself with his wide smile. 


"..and two hours later not much has changed about that, hasn't it? But what | can tell you is that | really like 
what I'm looking at" Josh suddenly felt Joe's calves touching his underneath the table. 


"Thanks." Josh murmured and tried to hold Joe's gaze. 


A pleasant tingle began to spread inside his body. More than twenty years might have passed between the 
photo of Joe he'd saved on his phone a short time ago and this moment, but these eyes had lost nothing of 
their fascination. 


Now it was Josh's turn to let his eyes roam over Joe. He was an old man, sure. His skin was anything but 
smooth anymore, the lines on his face ran deep and underneath his shirt and jacket a firm body had given way 
to an expanding spare tyre. But his posture, his gaze and his voice were a combined force that radiated some 
sort of animal magnetism that Josh slowly began to find irresistible. It was so much different than all the 
over-eager chicks backstage who almost blew his dick before shaking his hand. 


"And to be honest, your music wasn't the only reason why | decided to come here tonight." 

Josh realized that Joe was waiting for him to give him a sign. 

"So what you're saying is that you find me attractive?" 

"You're a smart little lad." 

Josh wondered why his pants suddenly felt even tighter than they already were. He looked at Joe's hands on 
the table. But instead of focussing on the weathered skin he imagined what it would be like to feel them on his 
body, on his face, between his legs.. 

"And you're asking me if | want to do a little more than just sit here and talk to you?" 


"I know I'm not exactly in your age group, but.. maybe | can make up for that with some other qualities." 


And involuntary snort escaped Josh's lips, which he regretted immediately. It wasn't meant to sound 


condescending. So he added a relatively neutral sounding, "Okay... 


"Don't worry, if you're not interested, we'll just call it a night and your secret's absolutely safe with me. In 
that case, all I'm asking of you is your discretion. I'm usually a good judge of character, so l'm pretty sure 


that it won't be all over the internet tomorrow that Joe Elliott tries to hook up with little boys." 
"No, | mean.. Yes, l.. am interested." 


Josh swallowed hard. He felt like the rabbit facing the snake. And fuck, it was so exciting. He'd never 


experienced a situation like this before. 


"Okay listen, take a few moments on your own to think about it. If your answer is still yes, come over to the 
Plaza in twenty minutes. It's right across the street. Go to the reception desk and say that you're a guest of 
Mr. Elliott. They'll give you an access card for the elevator. My room number is 859." 


Joe stood up from the table with a wink and left a puzzled Josh sitting in the booth. As if some spell was 
subsiding, he suddenly heard the sounds from the rest of the party again. As soon as Joe was out of sight, 
Josh immediately checked the clock on his phone: twenty minutes.. 


He went to the bathroom and peed the contents of at least two of the Great Lakes into the toilet. On his way 
out, he took a look at his reflection in the mirror. Flushed cheeks, a sheen of party sweat on his face, hungry 


eyes. Not mama's innocent little boy anymore, that was for sure. 


When Josh crossed the street towards the entrance of the other hotel, all of his senses seemed to be 
intensified. The smell of the air, the gentle wind on his skin, the color of the street lights - although he was a 


lot more than just a little tipsy, he perceived everything clearly. It had to be a basic human instinct that set 
in when you were in danger. Well, he was pretty sure that he wasn't in danger with Joe, but still.. 


The thrill of the situation and his cluelessness about what was about to happen gave him a funny feeling in his 
stomach. But not necessarily a bad one. It made him feel bold to do something like this. Meeting a stranger in 


his hotel room to do God-knows-what with him. God-knows-what.. what would it be? 


He felt a pleasant shiver down his spine. 


Green light 


Author's Notes: 
helena_s_renn has my eternal gratitude! 


"Hi, uhm.. I'm a guest of Mr. Elliott" 
Inside his head, it sounded like, "m a dirty little whore." 


The hotel clerk was obviously trained to keep an indifferent facial expression in situations like these and handed 


him the plastic card without another word. 


The ride in the elevator seemed to take forever. He was glad he was alone in there and tried to remember if 
anyone at the party or on the street could have noticed where he was going. Thank god they weren't that 
famous. Most of the people out there probably didn't even assume that he was in a band. 


But sometimes crazy chicks would lie in wait for them in hotel lobbies. A picture of him strolling through the 
hotel hall or sneaking across the street might appear on some fangirl's instagram account tomorrow. But who 
could tell where he was headed? Nobody could have overheard their conversation Joe seemed experienced 


enough to take care of that. Experienced? How often did he do this? 


Why should | care? This is either gonna be a nice little fuck or a couple of awkward moments with a perverse aged 
rockstar. In case of the latter HMI just leave and have a good laugh tomorrow. 


Josh knocked on the hotel room door with sweaty hands. 


The door swung open and Joe greeted him with a pleased smile. When Josh walked into the room and passed 
Joe, he appeared even taller to him than he had at the party. He had changed his clothes and wore a simple 
white V-neck T-shirt and a pair of black track pants now. 


Josh realized that he'd just subconsciously breathed in deep as he was passing Joe in the narrow doorway. His 
brain decided to send the signals from his nostrils directly into his crotch. He was kind of relieved that Joe 
apparently didn't use one of those typical ‘old man’ brands of cologne. 


The room wasn't quite as luxurious as Josh had imagined, but it was still a lot larger than his own. Indirect 
light created a warm atmosphere. There was a king-sized bed on one side, and a giant black leather couch with 


two armchairs around a coffee table in front of a big TV screen on the other. 


Josh noticed a bottle and two glasses of red wine on the table. Shit, even more alcohol? His head was already 


spinning. Not that he didn't know how to party, but an Englishman apparently had a naturally higher tolerance. 


Joe sat down on the couch and gestured towards Josh to take place right next to him. 
"I think you still need to relax a little bit," Joe said as he handed Josh his glass. 


“Thanks, but I'm feeling quite comfortable." It wasn't even a lie. He wouldn't have wanted to be anywhere else in 


the world at this moment. 


"Okay, kid. We gotta get a couple things straight first. If there's anything you don't want to do, just say stop. 


You can leave any time you want. Get it?" 
"Want me to sign something?" Josh sneered. 


Joe ignored the cheeky remark and placed his arm on the back rest of the couch behind Josh while he kept 
talking. 


"And | must be 100 percent sure that you're not going to blab about anything that happens here tonight. I'm 
pretty sure it wouldn't do any damage to your success if people found out that you swing both ways, but I've 
got a reputation to lose." 


"And a wife and kids back home," Josh added in his mind, but it made perfect sense that Joe didn't mention 


them at this moment. 

"IFs all cool. I'm not gonna tell anyone, | swear! Maybe its not a big deal for someone my age to come out 
these days, but | just don't want that kind of publicity for the band. | want the people to focus on the music 
and not on who l." - he was about to say fuck’ -"spend the night with." 


He took a sip from his glass to end the sentence. Shit, he was usually bursting with self-confidence, admittedly 


bordering on arrogance sometimes, but Joe's presence made him fidgety. 

"D'ya like the wine?" Joe asked in his smooth, engaging voice. 

"Oh yeah, tastes very good." 

‘I'd really like to know what it tastes like on your tongue." Joe didn't even blink when he said it. 


"So why don't you just find out?" Josh retorted with a cocky smile. You're not the only alpha in this room, Mr. 
Elliott 


Josh's heart was racing when Joe eventually pulled him close and kissed him. Not soft, not sloppy, not rushed, 
just night Josh had actually been a little bit afraid of the kissing rather than the rest of the "action", since he 
expected the kissing to be the part where he'd perceive Joe's age the most, but his inhibitions were soon 
forgotten. He took the lead and opened his mouth to slide his tongue over Joe's lips. He felt Joe smile before 


their tongues met. He didn't have a clue what kind of hormones flooded his body when he let Joe invade his 


mouth, but they made him avid for more. 


In this moment he realized that he was just slouching there like a lifeless doll and pondered on what to do with 
his sweaty hands. He decided to cautiously run his fingertips over Joe's thigh and let out a litle moan while he 


started moving closer to him. 


But Joe had other ideas. He broke the kiss and looked Josh in the eyes with that irresistible gaze that was now 


even more intense than before. 
"Still okay?" 
Josh nodded slowly and tried his best to give a junior version of Joe's stare. 


"Maybe even a little bit more than okay." He answered and shifted his hips a little to draw Joe's attention to 
the bulge in his pants. Joe acknowledged it with a smile. 


"You know, since | probably can't keep up with your stamina anymore, | have a couple of suggestions to make 


this a little more rewarding for both of us." 


Joe slid his hand over Josh's other arm. The tone of his voice was so tantalizing that Josh would have done 


just about anything to keep listening to it. 
"Namely?" 


"Well, you know.. As I've told you earlier, | really like the way you present yourself on stage. You're not like all 
those pale suicidal kids in lumberjack shirts that claim to be singers. The way you dress also proves that 
you're up there because you like to draw attention to yourself. You're a star and you know it. That's fantastic, 
| love it! And it seems to me that you're pretty fond of your own body. So.. why don't you show me how much 
you like it?" 


It occured to Josh that those eyes could burn holes into walls. 


"You mean, you want me jerk off in front of you?" Josh leaned back with a smug grin. This little game they 
were playing tickled his fancy. 


"You're pretty quick on the uptake, my dear." Joe seemed to be quite amused by his conquest's endearing 


candidness. 


Josh shot Joe an enticing look, put his glass on the table and stood up. He was loaded, horny as fuck by now 
and spurred by Joe's seductive way of making him feel like the most delectable cookie on the plate. And in his 
entire life he'd never known something like stagefright. 


He straightened his shoulders, not unlike the way he did before he entered the stage, and positioned himself in 
front of Joe with his legs far apart. 


Joe scooted down a little on the couch and spread his legs, one foot on the coffee table, one on the seat, both 
arms on the backrest, leering up at Josh and waiting for him to get the fun started. 


And Josh was more than determined to deliver. He took his shirt off deliberately slowly, throwing his head 
back and closing his eyes for a moment before he dropped it on the floor. Sounds of heavy breathing from his 
one-man audience assured him that he was doing it right. He grazed his chest and belly with his hands and felt 
another pleasant tingling down below when his fingers brushed over his hardening nipples. When he opened his 
eyes again to concentrate on unzipping his fly, he noticed that Joe had one hand on his crotch now, rubbing it 


very slowly. 


Since there's probably no such thing as taking extra tight pants off in a graceful way, Josh just went with it 
and didn't waste a thought on how it looked when he bent down and wriggled out of his white jeans as quickly 
as possible, kicking his suede slippers off in the process. Then he stood up again, hands on his hips, his skin 
glowing from the excitement. Joe's eyes examined him from head to toe before they rested on the fully-erect 


cock of the younger man. Joe was obviously pleased by what he saw. 

"Snot-nosed little fucker." he said with an appreciative grin. 

"Thanks." Josh replied. Smugly, yet in a likeable way. 

"Now sit down over there and bring it on!" 

Although it was a commana, it didn't sound like one to Josh. He enjoyed what was happening, and it showed in 
the way he strutted over to the armchair, spun around and slumped into it. The cool leather felt good on his 
heated skin Their staredown continued when Josh leaned back and his hands wandered downwards to play with 
his favorite toy. He was so excited that if he were alone right now, he'd have gotten this over with in twenty 
seconds. But he was eager to entertain his spectator, so he fought against the urge to shoot his load as 
quickly as possible. As he curled his fingers around his shaft and slid his thumb through the slippery fluid that 
had already escaped, his eyes fell shut and he licked his full lips as his head lolled back. Letting out the breath 
he'd been holding, Josh started to set up a rhythm with his fist. 

"Always so quiet when you're wanking?" Joe challenged him in a teasing tone. 

Josh showed Joe his toothy boyish grin, and his chuckles soon transitioned into lustful moans. 

"Oh yeah, just like that.” 


Josh kept on grinning, satisfied with the way his performance was received. 


The bicep of his right arm mirrored the pumping movement of his hand while he was writhing and arching his 


spine. At some point he completely lost control and his moans turned into louder cries. With his left hand he 
played with his balls and sometimes his fingers ghosted over his perineum. 


Little by little, he accelerated the pace. His skin shimmered from a sheen of sweat. When he got close to the 
edge of his orgasm, he put one foot on the low table, his toes curled For a moment, he held his breath and 
squinted his eyes shut, then thick ropes of cum spurted out of him as if he was competing with the Bellagio 
fountains. They splashed onto his chest and belly as he stroked himself through a couple of aftershocks. 
Droplets of cum trickled from his belly onto the leather. 


Joe stood up and handed Josh his re-filled wine glass. Josh downed half of it like water. 


"That was hot, kid. You can clean yourself in the bathroom and then I'd say we'll get to the main course." 


Go! 
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While he was wiping himself clean with a towel in the bathroom, Josh heard Joe rummage through a bag next 
to the bed. Then there was the sound of two items being placed on the bedside table. Lube and condoms, he 
assumed. He shivered. Oh yes, he wanted it. Really, really bad. He'd missed the feeling ever since his week with 
Eric. There'd been a couple of girls since then, but it wasn't the same. It was always too easy, too quick, and 
they were always so fake and so boring. There was nothing exciting about these interchangeable one-night 
stands. He bent down to clean himself between his legs, full of eager anticipation of what was going to happen 


next. 


When he straightened up, he saw the reflection of Joe in the mirror, leaning on the frame of the bathroom 
door with his arms crossed over his chest. Josh dropped the dirty towel on the floor and turned around. Now 
it was his turn to let his gaze wander over Joe's body. A good deal of his still-radiant aura could probably be 
ascribed to the fact that his hair still looked kind of adequate for a rockstar. It might be thinner and the 
effects of years of coloring and straightening it were visible in the direct light, but he didn't have to hide it 
under bandanas and hats like most of his peers. Broad shoulders did their best to keep the focus from the 
daddy gut. But Josh's eyes were soon drawn to the remarkable tent in Joe's shiny black pants. 


"Done?" 

The predator stare had been flicked on again. 

"Yeah." 

Josh walked up to Joe, swinging his hips a little and grinning from ear to ear again. 

For a few seconds, they just stood there in front of each other. Joe apparently studied every feature of 
Josh's face, then he pushed away from the door frame, cupped Josh's chin with his hand and drew him close 
to kiss him. When their lips met, Josh let out a sound that was something between a purr and a sigh. Due to 
their different heights, they fit together like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. 


Then Joe let his fingers graze down Josh's arm, took his hand and led him to the bed. 


Josh lay down and Joe switched the light off, then he straddled the young man's legs and leaned down to kiss 


him. Josh wrapped his arms around Joe this time and slowly moved his palms up and down his back. When he 


opened his eyes again, they had adjusted to the sparse light. The curtains weren't drawn completely, and the 
city lights came through the gap. 


When Joe sat back on his knees, took his T-shirt off and dropped it on the floor beside the bed, Josh's brain 
went through a brief fact check: 


Ím about to have sex with an old man. Not just mid-thirties-old, but, Ike, ‘really’ old O. L. D! fifty-fucking-nine, fo 
be specific. 


| just cant believe how that doesn't bother me at all 


Then Joe bent down over Josh again, bracing himself on his elbows and knees, and the warm bare skin of their 
upper bodies made contact for the first time. Another wave of electricity shot through Josh. Instinctively he 
wrapped his legs around Joe's hips and threw his head back with a sound of delight. Joe continued to kiss the 
younger man's neck and grazed his fingertips over the skin on the undersides of Josh's upper arms. All of a 


sudden, the fingers appeared between his legs and brushed over the sensitive skin around his hole cautiously. 


"Oh yes!" Josh exclaimed without restraint. It felt like every nerve ending in his body was going into overdrive. 
Like Joe had assumed, Josh's body didn't need a lot of time to recover, and his dick was already hard again He 
began to rub it against Joe's erection which was still covered by his pants, but the friction of his skin against 


the silky fabric wasn't a bad thing either. 


"Someone's eager, huh?" Joe whispered into his ear, then elicited another moan from Josh as he sucked on his 


earlobe. 


No, there was no denying it. Josh moved his hands down Joe's sides, including the curvy parts, and hooked his 


forefingers under the waistband. 


"Please.." He couldn't believe it was his own voice. The sweet small town boy had turned into a needy little slut. 


And God, did he like it that way. 


He heard Joe chuckle as the older man pushed himself up and finally took off his pants. Josh couldn't see much 
in the shadows cast from the weak light. Then Joe reached for Josh's right hand in the near-darkness and 
guided it to the base of his cock, showing him how he wanted to be touched. Josh braced himself on his other 
elbow to get closer to Joe, who was now kneeling on the bed between Josh's spread legs. Led by his instincts, 
Josh wrapped his fingers around the erect penis of his companion He noticed that the tip of his thumb barely 
touched the tips of his other fingers. Wow, this was a whole different story from Eric. 


Then he began to move his hand up over the velvety skin towards the head. 
And up. 


And.. up. 


Holy.. 

Joe let out a groan when Josh's fingers moved over the sensitive slit which was already leaking precum. The 
rustling of a condom wrapper being torn open mingled with the sound of their ragged breathing. When Joe 
rolled the condom over his dick, Josh moved his hand further down to stroke Joe's balls. Not surprisingly, they 
were big, too, but still fighting gravity rather successfully. 


Am | really going to do this? Shouldn't | just get out of here and rub one out in my room? Wil I live up to his 
expectations? Oh my God. 


Josh's musings stopped short when he heard the bottle of lube's cap click open 
"Ready?" Joe asked calmly. 


"Yeah." Josh breathed and pulled up his knees to give the lube-covered finger which had emerged between his 


legs better access. 


Every move Joe made was performed with instinctive assurance. There was no hesitation, no uncertainty. The 


finger circled, probed, then pushed inside. Josh gasped and felt how he broke out in a sweat. 

Don't clench.. 

Joe bent down and pressed his forehead softly against Josh's. 

"Be honest with me: have you been with a man before?" The tone of Joe's voice was tender, but firm. 

"Of course | have!" He realized he sounded like a stubborn child again. "Well... one" 

Joe breathed in and out long and deep. "Alright, turn over." 

Josh knew that this wasn't the time for protest, so he did as he was told and got on his knees and elbows. The 
finger returned to resume its work and was soon joined by a second, then a third. Josh focused on breathing 
calmly; he knew what was about to come next. When he felt the head of Joe's cock at his entrance, his 
precum started dribbling onto the bedspread. Joe's big hands were on his hips, and the next time Josh 
breathed out, Joe pushed inside with surprising ease, as if he'd known the exact right moment: 


"Oh, fuck." Joe groaned, apparently trying his best not to come undone right then and there. "You okay?" 


‘Mhm... just go on" Josh confirmed and pushed backwards a little. He felt absolutely secure with Joe; all his 
doubts were forgotten 


With a slightly impatient gasp, Joe pulled back a little and fumbled for the lube. Then he slowly buried his cock 


deeper and deeper inside. Josh squinted his eyes shut. 


"You're absolutely gorgeous. | still can't believe this is really happening," said Joe and slid his hands up and down 
over Josh's back, then gripped his hips and they started moving again. The rhythm of the pushing in and pulling 
out equaled the rhythm of the heavy breathing, accompanied by a crescendo of Josh's wailing moans. 


"Yeah, let me hear that wonderful voice..." 


Josh blushed a little because he hadn't realized how loud he had gotten, but he didn't let it stop him. It felt so 
amazing to let go completely. He didn't waste a single thought on the world outside and got carried away by 
the physical pleasure. 


All of a sudden, Joe stopped moving. 
‘I'm sorry, but | can't kneel like that any longer. Move over to the edge of the bed, will ya?" 
He puffed and slid out of Josh, who uttered a moan of protest at the sudden emptiness. 


Then Joe got out of the bed and stood beside it, and Josh realized that the height of the bed was absolutely 
perfect to continue what they'd been doing. When Joe pushed all the way in again, Josh rocked against him 
impatiently, indicating he should thrust faster and hoping that it wasn't asking too much. But much to Josh's 
delight Joe accepted the challenge and sped up. Josh's moans continued to climb up the scale and Joe joined in 
after a while. The sounds of their voices filled the room, resonated through their bodies and added to the 
thrills of ecstasy that took them both higher and higher. 


Joe leaned forward and reached around Josh to take his dick in his hand, not losing his rhythm. The hot and 
sweaty skin of Joe's palm felt absolutely fantastic around Josh's erection. A few strokes were all it took 
before Josh painted the fabric underneath him with an abstract pattern of milky white lines. Joe pulled him up 
and wrapped his arms around his chest to watch the last spurts fall in lessening arcs, then he froze and 
squeezed Josh tight against himself when he reached his own climax. Josh let his head fall back against Joe's 
chest, put his hands on Joe's arms and looked up at him with a dazed smirk. 


They stayed like that for a while, trying to catch their breath. Josh shivered a little when he felt Joe's 


softening cock slide out of him. 

A while later, they lay side by side on the unsoiled half of the bed, indulging in the afterglow. 
‘Its been a really long time since | last did this," said Joe, gazing at the ceiling, 

"Since you.. had sex with a man?" blurted Josh. 


"Well, at least with a man under 50." Joe laughed. 


Josh decided not to inquire any further and just chuckled along. He wondered what Joe expected of him now. 
"Okay, so.. | think l'm gonna go back to my hotel now." 


"No, don't leave. If you walk out of here at 3 AM, it's gonna raise a lot of questions if you run into somebody 
who recognizes you." 


"Hm, that's true, | guess." 

"If you find it awkward to sleep in the bed, you can sleep on the couch," Joe offered. 

"Oh... uhm.. no, it's okay." Josh was actually grateful that Joe let him stay, because he was too exhausted to 
move and dead tired by now. After Joe had pulled off the soiled bedspread, the younger man just slipped 
underneath the sheets and curled up into a ball like a kitten Never before had Josh felt so at ease and so 
spoiled. Before he dozed off, he felt Joe's fingers stroking his cheek. 


"G'night, handsome." 


He wasn't sure if he'd really heard it or dreamed it. 


Sparrow of the Dawn 


Author's Notes: 
I've become so crazy about this pairing, it's incredible.. But all good things must come to an end. As always, 


thanks to helena_s_renn for everything! 


Josh woke up and his senses slowly came to life one by one, like the icons on the desktop of a very slow 
computer. The first sense that awoke was that of smell, which immediately transmitted the pleasant scent of 
shower gel. The next thing he perceived were soft and cozy bed sheets. And when his body scan reached his 
nether regions, the delightful sensation of having been thoroughly fucked last night made his lips curl into a 


blissful smile at the memory. 

He opened his eyes. So it was true. Joe sat next to him in the bed, leaning against the headboard with a laptop 
computer on his thighs and reading glasses on his nose. When he noticed that Josh was waking up, he took off 
the glasses and looked at him affectionately. 


"Morning!" That voice! So smooth and sexy. 


"Mhm." Josh tried to lift his head, but discarded the idea immediately when the room began to spin He buried 
his face in the pillow with a grunt. 


"Need a bucket?" Joe suggested. 
"Uh... dunno.. No, I'm good." 


"Just take your time. Your breakfast is probably cold by now, but | can order you a new one if you like." Joe 
put the computer aside and turned towards Josh with a warm smile. 


"You've already had breakfast?" Josh asked incredulously and looked at Joe from one eye through the wild 
curls that fell over his face. 


"Oh, | don't get the kind of blissful sleep you do anymore. | wake up every three hours no matter what | do." 


Joe chuckled and shrugged while he began to stroke Josh's shoulder, eliciting a pleased sigh from the younger 


man. 
"Uhm.. what time is it?" 
"About a quarter to twelve." 


"Qua... What?? Oh, fuck!!" Josh jumped up despite the hammering in his head and the nausea, leaped out of the 


bed like a scalded cat and gathered his clothes from the floor with a string of curses. 

He almost tripped when he put on his pants and frantically pulled his shirt over his head while unlocking his 
phone. His brothers had tried to call him a few dozen times in the last half hour and had sent him a number 
of increasingly offensive text messages. 

"l'm sorry, | would have woken you up if you had said something." Joe tossed in, a little dumbfoundedly. 


"Never mind, | should've.. oh, fuck! We're leaving at twelve.. l.. shit! l'm such a moron!" Josh scolded himself. 


He was almost at the door when he noticed he'd forgotten his shoes and rushed back to put them on. Then he 


ran out, muttering "Bye! Sorry!" over his shoulder into Joe's direction 

"Josh!" 

The young man stopped and turned around at the end of the corridor. Joe was leaning out the door. 
"Huh?" 


"Thanks for the memory, kid” 


Josh ran across the street as fast as he could, barely noticing the annoyed drivers who honked their horns. 
He nearly crashed into a cleaning lady in the hotel lobby and skidded the last few feet over the slippery floor 
until he came to a stop at the elevator. Impatiently he tapped his toes until the doors opened and stepped 
inside the elevator which was empty, he gladly noticed. 


He leaned against the mirrored wall and closed his burning eyes. The hammering in his head still hadn't stopped, 


and he had to pee really bad. 
"Thanks for the memory, Kid" 


A memory. That's what it was going to be. It was never meant to be anything but a one-night-stand. Sure, it 
would have been nice to say goodbye a little less hastily. 


He'd had great sex with an experienced man, with no strings attached. Perfect! On to the next! 


But somehow all he wanted to do right now was go back. Feel Joe's arms around him, his skin on his own, his 
lips, his tongue, his.. 


The elevator doors slid open and a copy of his own face framed by long straight hair instead of short curls 


looked back at him. 


"Josh! Where the fuck have you been, man? Oh my god! We've been looking for you everywhere! We got a 
fucking plane to catch! We were just discussing if we should call the police, dipshit!" His brother sounded 


seriously worried and upset. 
"Sorry, Jake. | just.. | was.. | didn't hear my alarm" Josh stuttered, aware that it was a lousy excuse. 


"Yeah, right, Casanova No time for talking now. Thank fuck you're finally here! Hurry up and pack your shit! 


We're leaving in ten minutes!" 


Jake pushed him towards his hotel room where Josh began to stuff his belongings into his suitcase 


absentmindedly. 
Why the fuck didn't I spare just one more minute? 


‘Why the fuck didnt | hold him back? Someone else fretted in another hotel room across the street at the 


same time. 


A Lantern in the Night 


Author's Notes: 
| just couldn\'t leave these two hanging. © 


Josh slipped beneath the covers of his hotel bed and checked his phone. Tonight's show had been great, 
although his voice still wasn't fully recovered. Throat infections - every singer's nightmare. The management 
had decided to book him single rooms for the rest of the tour so he could rest his voice, because he definitely 


wasn't one to stay mute when he shared a room with his brothers. 


He went through the list of messages from family members and friends and decided that most of them could 


wait to be answered until tomorrow. 

The last text message was from an unknown number, sent half an hour prior. It read: 
I"Congrats on the Grammy nomination. Good luck! Joe." 

Joe? 

His heart missed a beat. With wide eyes, he sat up and stared at the screen 


No, it was impossible. Joe.. he knew a lot of Joes. Who didn't? A friend from high school, a neighbor from 


Frankenmuth, a guy from the record company, a photographer... 
No, it couldn't be him. 


Joe Elliott. 


The memory of his one-night stand with the singer of Def Leppard was still very vivid. He carried every 


moment of it deep inside himself like a buried treasure. 


Not a day had passed since then in which he hadn't tried to figure out a way to get in contact with Joe again 
Why, why, why hadn't he just stayed for one more minute and asked him for his number? The worst that 


could have happened would have been a rejection 


Until now, he hadn't found a possibility. Joe didn't own a social media account. And who knew who read the 


messages sent to the band's accounts? Most certainly not Joe himself. 


Every time they were booked for festivals, he immediately checked if they might play at the same event 


somewhere around the world, but no such luck Def Leppard and Greta Van Fleet were so far apart in the 


music scene that he and Joe could just as well live in different solar systems. 


While he was still rummaging through his mind to figure out who the message could be from, another text 


from the same number appeared: 

I"That guy from room 859" 

His brain short-circuited. 

Without a single concious thought, he hit the call button 

"Oh, hey, that was quick!" An amused chuckle came through the line, all the way across the Atlantic. 


"Hi, Im sorry. Joe, this is.'m.." Josh felt his cheeks blush as he tried to form a proper sentence. "Uhm... thank 


you." 


"You're.. uhm.. welcome." Joe mimicked Josh's stuttering and laughed. 

"Wow, it's so cool to talk to you." Josh smiled and let himself drop into his pillows. 

"Listen, can | call you back in about ten minutes?" 

"Sure." 

Joe had already hung up. Josh realized that there had been children's voices in the background. He had read 
somewhere that Joe lived in Dublin. What time was it in Ireland? Oh, fuck, was he just driving his kids to 
school? The thought provoked a sting in Josh's gut. 

That night, it had been so easy to neglect the fact that Joe was a married man and a father. The heat of the 
moment, the excitement and admittedly certain amounts of alcohol had allowed him to ignore the story behind 
the man he was spending the night with. 

When the phone rang about ten minutes later, Josh counted to five before he answered the call in order not 
to make it obvious that he'd been hovering over the phone with his heart pounding in his throat the entire 
time. 

"I thought you'd immediately block the number of this creepy old Brit who's trying to stalk you." 


"Not at alll Oh my god, its so good to hear your voice.. but how did you actually get my number?" 


"| guess it's better for a couple of people who work for you if | keep that a secret. Lets just say some people 
on your staff are pretty gullible fellows.” 


"Whatever... I'm so glad to hear from you, so it doesn't matter to me. | still regret that | ran off like a dumb- 
ass that day. l'm so sorry." 


"Don't be." Joe's deep, warm voice immediately soothed Josh's nerves. Just like on that night, it swept all the 
feelings of awkwardness away from him. 


"l always wished | could have told you... The mouth that usually never stood still suddenly wasn't able to form 


the right words. 

"Told me what?" Joe probed after a moment of silence. 

"How much.. | enjoyed that night" Josh felt how he was breaking a sweat 

"Same here, kid. Otherwise | wouldn't have moved heaven and earth to get your phone number, would |?" 
Josh felt a rush of energy run through his body. Not unlike the thrill he got on stage. 

"Guess not" 

"So.. what do you say, would you like an ‘encore'?" 

Josh would probably have given the same answer if Joe had asked, "Will you sell me your soul?" 

"Yes!" The smile that spread on his face cut his reply short. 

"Wow.. that's the answer I'd been hoping for. So listen, here are some suggestions." 

It turned out that Joe had not only found out Josh's phone number, but also obtained Greta Van Fleet's entire 
tour schedule for the following months, including the names of the hotels and flight times, and worked out a 


plan for two possible "dates" in the next half year. 


Josh could have felt patronized by Joe's way of calling the shots, but somehow it made him feel secure and 


cared for. Joe obviously wanted him and no one else, and spared no efforts to be with him again 

Being only five minutes older than his twin brother, he'd never experienced what it felt like to be an only child. 
He was used to sharing everything with his siblings and always being reminded to show consideration Maybe 
that's why he developed a passion for theater as a teenager, to be the sole center of the audience's attention. 


Now Joe was his audience in this special kind of production, and a very enthusiastic audience at that. 


"So what do you think? Do you want to meet me on that day? We'll only have three hours, maybe four if Bill 


drives like a maniac." 


"So... Bill, your driver, he.. knows what's going on?" 


"Well, yes. But don't worry, this man is the most loyal person in the universe. | trust him two hundred percent. 


I've known him for more than thirty years and he's never let me down." 


The nagging thought that inviting boys to his hotel room was something Joe did as a regular passtime came to 
Josh's mind again, but he pushed it away. 


"But Josh.. | know I'm repeating myself, but you have to make sure not to be seen by anyone. And most of all, 
don't talk to anyone about it!" 


"Mhmm.." It was his worst performance as an actor ever. 
‘Oh my God." A heavy sigh signaled that Joe saw through him. 


"Don't worry!" Josh scolded himself for having blurted out the events of that night to his closest confidant, 


but then again: he'd never have thought he'd ever meet Joe again 
"Who knows? How many people?" Suddenly Joe's voice sounded stern. 


"Well, Jake and l.. we're twins, | can't keep any secrets from him. We're basically one person, so.. But he won't 


blab, | swear!" Josh felt like he was skating on black ice with nothing to hold on to. 

"Sweetie, this is a fucking risky situation for me. You must be aware of that!" 

"L am! Please believe me, you don't have to worry!" 

"Okay, okay.. Damn, | was so sure you'd keep it to yourself" Josh heard Joe huff with disappointment and 
literally kept his fingers crossed that he wouldn't ask any more questions in this regard. If Joe knew that there 
were two other people who he had told about his adventure - even if in lesser detail, he could definitely cross 
off any chances for another get-together. 


He tried to pull another card instead. "You know, | think | know of a way to make up for it." 


"Oh, | bet you do." Joe said with a snort that sounded a little bit appeased. "You can count yourself lucky that 
you're such a cute little thing.. I'll keep you posted about when you'll be picked up, okay? So.. see ya" 


"See ya" 
Josh stared into space for a while after the end of the call. The last part of the conversation had put a 


damper on his exuberance over hearing from Joe again. Although he felt a little bit guilty for not keeping his 
mouth shut, he had hoped that this wouldn't have ended on such a sour note. 


Two minutes later, the phone rang again. Joe's number. If Josh had been a cartoon character, he'd have had 


question marks in his eyes. Before he could even say anything, a torrent of words swept towards him. 


"Fuck, can we rewind the last couple of minutes? lim sorry for having been so rude. | didn't call you to talk 
down to you like that. | called you because | just can't stop thinking about you, and because | really hoped to 
see you again, and now l'm acting like some arrogant asshole who scares you off with his paranoia.. " 

"Uhm, may | interrupt you for a sec?" Josh chuckled and lifted a finger, even if Joe couldn't see it. "I'm not 
mad at you. | know that you're in a completely different situation than | am. | promise that I'll do my best to 
stay invisible, and | swear l'm not going to talk about you to anyone else from now on. And I'll remind Jake to 
keep his mouth shut ." (And Sam and Danny, too; he added in his mind). "All| want is to.. repeat what we did 


that night" The mere memory made his blood run quicker. 
"Repeat? Or maybe add some variations?" Re-enter seductive Joe. 
"That's up to you, old man", Josh scoffed at Joe teasingly. 

"Ill show you ‘old man!" 


"Can't wait." 


